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Chapter 1 


Vanguard Variable 


Summary: In the aftermath of the battle of Shiganshina, a stroke of 
luck grants Eren a chance to save both Armin and Erwin. But was it 
truly just luck? What is the true meaning of these images and visions 
Eren witnesses? The paths to unlikely futures grows wider with every 
choice he makes, but not even Ymir can know where it will all lead 
now. 


Disclaimer: | don't own Attack on Titan 
"Eren, Someday I'll come back and save you from this." 


Those were the last and most perplexing words the bearded man, 
the Beast Titan, said before he rode off on the quadrupedal Titan to 
make a quick escape. What did that mean? Save him, from what? 
And why? Why did that man's face seem so uneasily familiar? 


He didn't have time to contemplate the situation more. Levi all but 
crashed in front of him with Titan-blood evaporating all over his body. 
"Captain!" Eren called with some alarm. 


For a moment, he dreaded that some of that blood was human, 
Levi's own. But Humanity's Strongest turned sharply, his determined 
eyes wracked with some kind of mania and desperation. "I just used 
the last of my gas. Quick! Give me yours so | can chase him!" Levi 
ordered quickly. 


"Right!" Eren acknowledged, moving to undo his gas canisters. 
"Hurry!" Levi insisted urgently. 


Eren redoubled his efforts. He got revenge for Armin, along with 
everyone else that died over the years, by taking down the Colossal 
Titan. He'd be damned if his slow ass was the reason Levi was 


unable to avenge everyone that died out there. He thought he heard 
something, but chose to ignore it as he passed the canisters to Levi. 


As Levi loaded them, he paused. It was for a split second, but it was 
noticeable. "Captain?" Eren asked in surprise. 


Levi grunted before pushing something into Eren's chest. "Keep this 
safe," he ordered firmly before taking off after the fleeing duo. 


Eren blinked, looking down at the black box and realized what it was. 
The serum, to turn someone into a Titan. To take power from their 
enemies and turn into their own. But why had- no, that was a stupid 
question. Captain Levi was in combat still and he clearly saw that 
Eren had an enemy Shifter captured. Leaving it with him, for the 
moment, was just a precautionary thing to ensure the syringe wasn't 
destroyed. 


But his eyes went wide as a thought... no, an image ran through his 
head. One that brought a cruel hope to his heart 


An image of the Colossal Titan. But it was different, maybe even a bit 
bigger and bulkier. And from the nape... 


He shook his head firmly, gritting his teeth and clenching shut his 
eyes. No, Armin was dead. There was no way this could work ona 
dead man- or at least, it was stupid to risk finding out with only one 
syringe available. He had to be smart about this, he didn't have his 
best friend anymore to do that for hi- 


He stiffened, hearing a sound. A raspy, soft sound that he could only 
detect in total silence. Looking slowly over his shoulder, he peered at 
the corpse of his first friend. 


Or, what he assumed had been a corpse. The burns all over his 
body, the fall from the height of the walls. It just didn't seem possible 
for a normal human to survive something like that, in this state no 
less. And yet... 


"Armin?!" Eren whispered hopefully, rushing over to the charred 
body, leaning down to make a hundred percent sure that he was 
right, that he hadn't just deluded himself into hea- 


He heard the air wheezing in and out of Armin's throat. It was 
torturous, incredibly weak, but it was indeed there. 


"You're alive...?!" he exclaimed, some part overjoyed, some part 
horrified that his friend was in this... horrid condition. One of 
suffering with no hope of recov- 


He froze, the vision blaring in his head again of a Colossal Titan 
controlled by a young blonde. He could save Armin. Sure he'd have 
to turn him into a Titan Shifter, but he'd be alive. 


As a soldier, he probably shouldn't be taking this matter into his own 
hands, but consequences be damned, he wasn't going to just let 
Armin lay here and die! Captain Levi could kick him as hard as he 
wanted and they could lock him up again, he didn't care. His friend 
was dying here, he had the serum, and he had an enemy Shifter 
right there waiting to be eaten! 


He pulled out the black box from his pocket and took a few deep 
breaths to steady his nerves. His father had been a doctor, he knew 
he had to be steady and careful with an injection or he'd fuck the 
whole thing up. He didn't know how this stuff worked exactly, none of 
them did. Screwing this up meant he'd have wasted their only shot at 
this. 


Eren's hand rested on the cover, ready to pull it out, but something 
stopped him in a start. Another image, another vision. 


It was another Colossal, more muscular and with a grim frown. From 
the nape was... the Commander? 


He had the feeling the Commander had fallen against the Beast 
Titan, by Levi's behavior. But he had no way of knowing if Erwin or 
anyone else out there was alive, injured or not. And he couldn't get 


there safe with no gas and couldn't risk the serum with a 
transformation of his own. So, he couldn't just let this chance slip 
away on the possibility that Commander Erwin migh- 


"Eren!" 


He rounded in surprise to see a scout. One of the newer members... 
Floch, Floch was his name. He was climbing on the rooftop and his 
back was... 


"The Commander?" Eren realized numbly, stunned at the state the 
Commander was in. Was he even alive? 


"Eren! Do you know where Captain Levi is?! | have the 
Commander!" Floch asked pleadingly, glancing to the man he had 
attached to his back with makeshift straps. "His stomach is gouged, 
insides all torn up and the bleeding won't stop..." 


Eren was only faintly aware of Floch's words. He was too 
preoccupied with marveling at how cruel the world could really be. To 
let his friend survive everything, be a hair's breadth from being saved 
from death, and now this? This!? It wasn't fair. It wasn't right. He was 
willing to give his own life for humanity, any day, but trading Armin? 
For the Commander? It'd be like trading Mikasa for Levi. He couldn't 
do it. Fuck everything, he couldn't do that! 


Floch blinked, noticing the box Eren was clutching hard with 
knuckles that were turning white. "Wait, is that... !?" Floch realized in 
surprise, relief, and confusion. "Why do you... nevermind! It can 
work on the Commander, right!?" 


Eren gritted his teeth, pressing the box to his forehead, angry tears 
falling from his eyes. 


"Eren? What are you-" Floch started, hefting himself up on the 
rooftop. He stopped, seeing the two bodies: a charged corpse and 
an amputated body with steaming limbs. "Who is... wait, is that-?" 


"It's Armin," Eren confirmed grimly, his voice hitching just a touch. 


Floch was new to the scouts, this group, but he knew enough to 
know what was happening in front of him. "Eren, we need the 
Commander! | know it's hard, but you can't-" 


"You don't know anything!" Eren screamed, glaring at the ginger with 
unholy fury. 


Floch flinched but glared back. "Yes | do, Eren! Everyone is dead out 
there! Everyone... but me. And him. We died to give Captain Levi a 
chance, thanks to Erwin's plan," Floch retorted strongly. "I've lost 
people too, Eren! But he's what we need, what humanity needs!" 


He was probably right, Eren admitted somewhere deep in the back 
of his head, as the images of Erwin and Armin each as the Colossal 
Titan flashed back and forth in his head, to a painful degree. 


Then, in an instant, something else appeared in his head. 
Rod Riess's Titan. 

His fury ceased. 

"Does he have a pulse?" 


Floch blinked at the calm and collected tone. "What?" he asked, 
bewildered by Eren's sudden change of heart. 


"The Commander, does he have a fucking pulse?!" Eren demanded 
sharply. "Because as far as we know, it won't work on a corpse." 


"R-right," Floch said, accepting that point as he sat the Commander 
down and placed a finger at the neck. "Yeah. Yeah, it's weak, but it's 
there." 


"Okay... then | have a plan," Eren said, pocketing the box and 
quickly going for Levi's discarded canisters. "You got gas left?" 


"Umm, yes, why?" Floch asked in bewilderment. 


"Because these are empty, and we'll need to make a run for it when 
it happens,” Eren said before tossing the canisters to Floch. "If you 
don't have much, just get me enough to scale the wall," Eren said 
with a tired but gruff tone. 


"Right," Floch answered uneasily as he transferred some of his gas. 
"What... changed your mind?" 


"| didn't," Eren admitted as he pulled out the syringe and moved to 
Erwin's remaining arm, mentally praying that he was right. "Come 
on, come on..." 


Floch stared in confusion as Eren started to inject Erwin with the 
formula, slowly, before removing the syringe. "Wait, what are you-?" 
Floch started, stopping as sparks began to dance around the 
commander. 


"Shit!" Eren cursed, kicking Erwin over the edge of the roof, right 
before a small and familiar explosion happened. "Can't believe | 
forgot about that part," he muttered in annoyance, glancing over the 
edge. Luckily, and surprisingly, Erwin was less than ten meters tall as 
a Titan. His titan also had a disturbingly serious look on its face, 

even as it opened its mouth hungrily. 


"It worked? Even without the full injection?" Floch asked in surprise 
as he pulled himself up. 


"Yeah, | just remembered the one time | saw someone turned into a 
mindless Titan, and he barely licked any of this stuff off the floor. 
Figured that might be a good sign," Eren said with a sigh of relief. 
"Okay, Floch, I'm going to inject Armin. I'll need your help to get 
Bertholt out of here." 


"Wait, aren't we going to feed him to one of them?" Floch asked with 
a furrowed brow. 


"Yes, but for the moment, I'm to assume the others managed to 
capture at least one of the other enemies. So if we have two Titans, 
the question becomes, who gets which?" Eren pointed out as he 
knelt down to inject Armin. He paused only for an instant to confirm 
that, yes, he was still breathing. 


Taking a breath, he injected Armin with the formula... 
Meanwhile 


"They're running away with Reiner!" Connie yelled out as the four- 
legged Titan began to run away with Reiner in its mouth. "Sh-" 


Twin blurs went by the fleeing Titan, its jaw coming unhinged from 
clean cuts through its mouth, forcing it to drop Reiner. 


"Mikasa, Captain Levi?" Jean observed in surprise, relieved that 
Reiner wouldn't escape because of his big mouth. 


"No. Reiner too?!" the holder of the Beast Titan cursed with gritted 
teeth. "Keep going, Pieck..." 


"Should we go after them?" Mikasa asked with a scowl, still clutching 
her blades tightly as the four-legged titan ran off. 


Levi scowled. "I hate it, but no," he answered distastefully as he 
stared down at the amputated and unconscious body of Reiner. 


"Just in time, Captain! | thought they were actually getting away," 
Connie said with a grin as they approached him. 


"| saved a bit of time when | ran into Mikasa," Levi said, nodding his 
head to the dark haired girl, who nodded back silently. Once she had 
told him what direction this group was at, he figured their enemies 
were searching to retrieve their comrade to make their escape. 
Still... 


"Something wrong, Levi?" Hange asked grimly with a raised 
eyebrow. Or he assumed it was one raised eyebrow. It was hard to 


tell with the other wrapped up. "Besides the obvious." 
Levi scowled but got her meaning. "| missed." 


"Really? Cause you kind of came in and de-jawed that one titan 
before they could get away with Reiner here," Jean pointed out with 
a raised eyebrow. 


"| was aiming for the furry bastard," Levi retorted gruffly. "But 
instincts took over. | Knew | had a better chance of recapturing this 
asshole than taking off the other one's head," he explained, kicking 
Reiner in the side. The still healing shifter grunted, but didn't try to 
defend himself. "| suppose my promise to Erwin will have to wait." 


Hange scowled. "Levi, is the Commander...?" 


Levi didn't answer for a moment, making many flinch in shock. "I'm 
not sure, to be honest," he said doubttfully. 


"| see. And the syringe?" Hange asked calmly. 
"| left it with Eren," Levi admitted. 


"Eren?" Mikasa repeated with a furrowed brow, obviously worried for 
him and Armin. But they should be in the same place. Why give it to 

Eren but not Armin? Unless... she fought off that dark thought. Until 

it was confirmed, by sight or words, it wasn't true. 


"What? Why?" Hange asked in surprise, knowing Levi had to have a 
decent reason for that. 


"| was half expecting the Beast Titan to reappear before this was 
over. We know they can transform more than once," Levi reminded. 
"Eren has the Colossal Titan. Him using it on anyone is better than 
on no one at all." 


"That's true," Hange accepted. "We need to go fin-" 


They were interrupted by a flash of light and a distant bang. 


"What the hell?! Don't tell me the enemy still got juice in them!" Jean 
yelled, using his gear to move to the roof tops, as did Mikasa and 
Hange. 


"Wait, that's the other direction. It came from near the Colossal's 
body," Mikasa observed with a frown. 


"| guess Eren used it alr-" Hange started, only to blink as a second 
flashing bang erupted. "Okay, what the hell? Did Eren transform?" 
she said under her breath. 


"That is right where Eren was," Levi confirmed with a frown as he 
joined them. He didn't need to look to know that Mikasa was tense 
now. "Hange, you got a flare?" 


"Huh? Yeah, why?" the now one-eyed scientist asked with a 
perplexed look. 


"Because | see someone in ODM gear, and | doubt Eren knows 
where we are," Levi answered. 


Hange wordlessly got out the device and capsule, sending a smoke 
trail of green through the sky. There was a tense few seconds before 
they noticed two figures approaching. 


"Eren, and..." Mikasa squinted. "Is that other person carrying 
Bertholt?" 


"They didn't feed him to Armin?" Levi muttered in idle confusion. He 
grimaced as he saw Mikasa look to him sharply, but didn't elaborate 
as the group got closer. "Jean, Mikasa, go help keep an eye on 
Reiner,” he ordered. Mikasa looked like she wanted to protest, but 
obeyed none the less. It was best to have one of the two Ackermans 
guarding their prisoner, she knew. 


It wasn't long before the strangely happy yet tired pair of Eren and 
Floch appeared with a still unconscious Bertholt. "Captain!" Eren 


greeted in relief before growing slightly worried. "Wait, where's 
everyone? And Reiner?" 


"They're down there," Levi answered, jabbing a thumb over his 
shoulder. This prompted Eren to towards the edge, looking visibly 
relieved seeing the others stand around and over Reiner, Mikasa 
with a sword pointed down at their former comrade. She glanced to 
him, and he could tell some tension left her at seeing him. Probably 
because he looked so relived himself as he nodded to her. 


He scowled at one detail though. "Is Sasha okay?" he asked, seeing 
the girl laying on the ground. 


"As far as we know, she'll be fine," Hange answered evenly, knowing 
Eren was just making sure his friends were alright. 


Eren turned to her, and Hange remained impassive as he stared at 
her bandaged eye. Something seemed to dawn in his eyes as he 
looked around, his gaze lingering to Floch, now seated on the roof. 
The son of Grisha turned back to Hange with owlish, horrified eyes. 
"Section Commander? Is this... all that's left?" 


Hange bowed her head. Silence was answer enough. 
"Dammit," Eren cursed, clutching his hands. 


"There's nothing you could have done," Hange said, turning to glare 
at Bertolt, trying not to focus on the last sight her right eye had seen. 
Moblit's last instance of life, trying to protect her to the very end, was 
imprinted in the dark void of that eye. "Against something like that 
power... we were lucky to survive at all." 


Eren bit his lip, but didn't say anything more. It was just so hard to 
stomach. All this death. Was it worth it? They got two of the titans, 
the very two that had broke down the wall at this very spot five years 
ago. And they had Annie locked up. But with the Beast Titan still 
alive, along with its other ally, it wasn't really over. Was there any 
way this could have gone better? Was there anythi- 


No. They had played the cards they had at the time. Dwelling on 
what-ifs would get them nowhere. All they could now was keep 
moving forward. 


... Which involved feeding two Shifters to two blond Titans. 


"What happened over there, Brat?" Levi asked pointedly, interrupting 
Eren's train of thought. 


"Were you being chased by enemy Titans?" Hange asked witha 
frown. 


"No, just the opposite," Floch said, taking a breath as he sat the 
dismembered and unconscious shifter down. 


"Opposite?" Levi repeated, as the dots connected, leveling a look at 
Eren. "You used it on Armin?" 


"And the Commander," Eren assured to their surprise, allowing a 
small smirk to work onto his face. 


"He injected Erwin first, for the record," Floch added in helpfully. 
"Erwin? How did...?" Levi said, glancing to Floch in confusion. 


"Floch carried him all the way to that rooftop on his back," Eren 
answered with a bit of praise. 


"But what do you mean first?" Hange asked in confusion. "We only 
had one injection." 


"Yeah, but | decided to try only a partial dose in Erwin. It worked, so | 
did the same to Armin," Eren explained. 


"Wait, seriously!?" Hange cried out in surprise. "How did you 
possibly know that could work!? We assumed the full syringe would 
be needed." 


"Long story short? | remembered that Rod turned into a Titan with 
just a lick of the stuff back at the chapel," Eren answered. "And, | 
can't believe I'm saying this, but | actually have more good news?" 


"You got to save Erwin and you best friend. What more could you 
possibly have?" Levi asked doubttully. 


Eren grinned, pulling out the black box. "I think there's enough for 
one more," he explained. 


"A third? Not even half was needed?" Hange asked with a frown as 
she grabbed the case and glared at it. "Why would they have the 
syringe this full then?!" 


"Congrats, you actually managed to think ahead, Eren," Levi praised 
before raising a brow. "Though, why did you bring Bertholt here?" 


"Besides that we probably want to lure their Titans away from each 
other before feeding either to them? There's an issue I'm not sure 
how to resolve," Eren pointed out, looking very uncertain. "... Sir, 
Ma'am, who gets which Titan?" 


Hange opened her mouth, but slowly closed it in thought. "That is... 
a good question, actually." 


"Wouldn't the obvious choice be to give Erwin the Colossal?" Levi 
pointed out idly. "It is the most destructive." 


"Hmm, maybe," Hange said, tilting her head as she saw Eren 
rubbing his head. "Eren, you alright?" 


"Yeah, just... a lot happened," Eren said with a sigh. "I don't really 
care which one gets which, but..." 


"Yes?" Hange prompted, curious for his input. Eren had been proving 
surprisingly insightful today. 


"Well, Erwin's the leader, right?" Eren pointed out, getting deadpan 
looks for the obvious statement. "Bear with me. Compared to the 


Colossal, wouldn't the Armor be easier to get out of? Or even to just 
pop out of the nape for a moment and give orders?" 


Levi tilted his head. "Okay, Eren, did you hit your head? You're 
normally not this smart." 


"I'll... try not to be insulted by that, Sir," Eren said with a sigh. 


"He-hey?" Floch spoke up cautiously. "| Know I'm the new guy, but 
Armin's not much a fighter. Physically, | mean. So wouldn't the Armor 
Titan be a bit useless for him?" 


"Hand-to-hand wasn't really Erwin's specialty either," Hange mused 
before shaking her head. "However, given the destructive power of 
the Colossal, it might not be something the Commander would want 
to burden Armin with. And Armin is a quick thinker. Between all of us, 
I'm sure he could find plenty of uses for the Armor." 


"I'm going to agree with Eren's earlier sentiment," Levi interrupted 
with a scowl. "I don't give a damn which one gets which. Just that we 
do this soon. The longer we wait, the more time we give something 
to go wrong. Come on, we'll gather everyone up and figure it out 
when we get there." 


End of Chapter 


And here we go, Eren has officially broken canon. Ironically, just by 
not noticing Armin's breathing before Levi left after Zeke and Pieck. 
As you can all tell, I've decided to alter the Attack Titan's future sight 
in this story, but that's all I'll say on that matter. 


Next up, you'll see what the crew decided on: Armin-Armor or Erwin- 
Armor. Which, lets be real, who getting which is honestly a tough call 
with pros and cons for both. 


Chapter 2 


Vanguard Variable 
Disclaimer: | don't own Attack on Titan 


He was charging. They were all charging, every last one of his 
soldiers; Towards the Beast Titan, with the incoming rocks almost as 
if in slow motion. 


It was so surreal. It felt like he had done this before. That the words 
he cried out were spoken long ago, and not of his own making. "My 
soldiers push forward! My soldiers scream out! My soldiers 
raaaaage!" 


He jolted, feeling as if he was plunged off his steed. He heard 
someone cry out his name, as something agonizing was happening 
to his right arm. 


Something was wrong about that, but he didn't have time to think. 
They had to catch up with the Armored Titan. Even if they died, they 
had to get Eren back. "I said advance goddammit! Eren's right in 
front of you! Do Not Falter!" he commanded, willing himself to ignore 
the pain. But he had no intention to die. There was only one way out 
of this. The bastard gnawing on him could keep the arm. 


With a snarling clenching of his teeth, he cut himself loose and fell. 


He grunted as he landed upon the back of his horse, at the head of 
the Scouts, ready to make their departure from Karanes. A great 
many would probably die, if he was truly correct about enemy Titan- 
Shifters having infiltrated the walls, and that they were going to 
target their most unique new recruit, Eren Yeager. 


He scowled even as the gate raised, the expedition about to begin. 
Something was very wrong. 


Nobody moved. Nobody spoke. 
Everything felt out of place. 


"Enough," Erwin said firmly, turning around calmly to gaze upon his 
soldiers. 


His fallen Soldiers. Nanabe, Miche, Ness... and so many others. Too 
many to ever name them all. They gazed back at him with blank, 
sullen, deadened eyes. Erwin lowered his gaze, but tightened his 
grip on the reins. He steeled himself, meeting their gaze once more 
with a determined look. "Am | dead?" he called out to them. 


The ghosts of the past did not answer. Instead, they fell to dust, 
revealing only a few. A few he knew very well by now: 


Hange Zoe 

Levi Ackerman 

Jean Kirstein 

Sasha Blouse 

Connie Spinger 

Historia Reiss 

Mikasa Ackerman 

And another, one man he only barely recalled as a new recruit. One 
that had spoken to him before the final charge... Floch, that was his 
name. Floch Forster. 


Something was still wrong about this. No, not wrong, but missing. 


He slowly glanced to the side and saw a wagon. Within it laid two 
bodies: Armin Artlert and... Bertholt Hoover? 


But, where wa- 


From the corner of his eye, he saw one soldier with his horse pacing 
forward, heading out of the gate. A young man, and even from 
behind, he recognized the soldier: Eren Yaeger. 


But why was he riding ahead of them and alone? 


A great flash erupted before him, blinding Erwin for an instant and 
forcing him to cover his eyes. 


When he lowered his arms, he saw that he was on top of the wall 
again. Which wall, he didn't know anymore. Nor did it matter, as he 
stared up at his companion: 


The Armored Titan. 


It was crouching on the wall, leering down at him. The giant's 
protective covering was fractured and chipping away, half of the face 
missing to reveal the muscles beneath. 


"... | see. So I'm not dead yet," Erwin deduced solemnly, not sure if 
he should feel relieved or disappointed on some level while staring 
up at one of the enemies that had started this renewed nightmare 
years ago. "! suppose | can pity you, Braun," Erwin mused idly, 
before closing his eyes and finishing firmly. "But | have no sympathy 
for you." 


Then, he opened his eyes. 


He was honestly stunned now, standing as a boy in a classroom 
with his hand raised. And he had never, ever, recalled the 
memory of his father's face as vivid and clearly as in this 
moment... 


"Excuse me, but how can we be sure that there aren't other 
humans living somewhere far away from the walls...?" 


His childish voice faded into that of a tired, raspy adult as his vision 
faltered, eyes fluttering before he reopened them in full- 


And stared up at the true blue sky, his arm reaching up towards it. 


His brow furrowed. This... didn't feel like a dream any more, or 
whatever those sights had been. He could very clearly feel all the 
sores and minor protests of his body, the slight ache from lying on 
stone for an extended time. But more bizarrely and contrary to reality 
as he remembered, was that he was staring at his arm. His right 
arm. 


A cough grabbed his attention. He looked to the side and saw that an 
injured Sasha Blouse was resting nearby. 


Right, right. The Mission to retake Wall Maria. The suicide charge 
against the Beast Titan. But if he was still alive, with a new arm... 


"Erwin." 


His head cleared at the familiar voice of Levi Ackerman. He glanced 
upward, seeing the soldier staring down at him. To most, his 
expression would seem to be his normal apathetic one, but Erwin 
could detect some relief in his eyes as Levi's jaw muscles relaxed 
slightly. 


With that, the Commander of the Scouts pulled himself up into a 
sitting position as Levi stood beside him. Erwin took the moment to 
observe the crowd around him. 


Hange was sitting by, one eye wrapped in bandages and the other 
far less animated than her usual self, but she did muster a small 
smile at seeing him awake. 


Connie was sitting near the foot of where Sasha was laid, Jean 
standing nearby. They both nodded, but Connie was obviously 
distracted by Sasha's condition. 


Floch caught his gaze and looked notably relieved for some reason, 
almost as much as Levi. 


Unsurprisingly, Mikasa and Eren were still with Armin. 


Something was clearly off with them though. Armin's clothes were 
the wrong size, Mikasa was fretting over the young man much like 
she was known to do over Eren, and Eren himself was seated tiredly 
next to Armin and... 


Erwin raised an eyebrow at Eren's own right arm, which was emitting 
steam as it steadily regrew, currently just past the elbow. 


"Welcome back, Commander," Eren greeted with a tired smile. 
Erwin nodded. "I take you've been waiting on me to awaken?" 


Armin nodded. "Y-yeah, I've been awake for a little while now, but the 
Section Commander thought it best to wait so we only had to go over 
this once," he stated uneasily. 


Erwin was sure the young, intelligent man had put several dots 
together. And, unless he was wrong, he smelt a hint of vomit in the 
air. "I take it we're the only survivors?" he predicted gravely. 


"Yes sir," Jean answered with a frown, glancing out on Shinganshina; 
Likely to the battlefield. "We checked while you were out. Floch was 
the only one to make it back. Everyone died in the charge or... bled 
out by the time we got there," he answered uneasily. 


Erwin suddenly found a canteen placed in front of him by Levi. Erwin 
wordlessly took the object and began to drain the water, feeling the 
dryness of his throat lessen. "How much do you remember? Armin 
has some memory problems," Levi questioned. 


Erwin scowled after swallowing, thinking back. "I remember up to the 
start of the charge, more or less. Unless I'm mistaken, that would be 


the final memory for me," Erwin noted, recalling his visions and 
random memories. 


Levi nodded. "I'll go first since ours is shorter: Your plan worked, 
mostly," Levi answered with a displeased look. "| managed to take 
down the Beast Titan, but he escaped thanks to the rest of his Titans 
and that one ugly-ass four-legged one," Levi answered, bowing his 
head in disappointment. "| chased him back over the wall, but | had 
to make a judgement call between killing him and taking back the 
Armored Titan when they tried to rescue him," Levi finished. "... I'm 
sorry, Commander." 


"Don't be," Erwin stated firmly, head bowed. "You made the right call. 
It was as far from a perfect victory as could be, but it was as mucha 
victory as we could hope for at that point. More, perhaps, if my 
guessing is right," Erwin stated knowingly, his eyes trailing over to 
Floch, who sat up a tad straighter. "| believe that leaves you as the 


sole survivor of the charge... and the one who carried my body 
back?" 


Floch nodded slowly. "Yes, Commander." 
Erwin nodded in respect. "Thank you, Floch Forster." 


The scout looked surprised for a moment before nodding, looking as 
though some weight was taken off his shoulders. 


"Is he a mind-reader or something?" Connie whispered to Jean. 
"Shush, idiot," Jean scolded under his breath, trying not to smile. 
"And what happened on the other side of the wall?" Erwin prompted. 


"Yeah? How did we manage to beat the Colossal Titan?" Armin 
asked in confusion. 


There was dead silence. 


"We... did beat Bertholdt, right?" Armin asked again hesitantly. 


"No, no, we definitely did," Hange assured with a small, withered 
smile. "And, by everyone's accounts, it was all thanks to you." 


"Me?" Armin asked, trying to recall something, anything. "Wait, | 
remember... right, | remember that the Colossal got skinnier the 
more steam he let off..." 


"You sacrificed yourself," Eren stated. Blunt, solemn, and utterly 
spent of all emotional energy. "You made Bertholdt burn you to a 
crisp and gave me an opening to cut him out." 


Armin stared without comprehension, while Mikasa shifted 
uncomfortably. She hadn't seen Armin's state, but just the idea of it 
made her shudder to think of how close one of her best friends had 
been to death. 


"We managed to take down Reiner with the thunderspears while 
Eren and Armin did their plan," Connie added in. "Sasha got injured, 
but Han- Section Commander says she'll be alright." 


Erwin didn't miss Hange mouthing "probably" to him, but didn't draw 
any attention to it. "| see. | believe | can guess the rest to a point: 
The Beast Titan and the Quadruped tried to grab their allies and 
retreat, but were thwarted?" 


"Levi and Mikasa managed to stop them from nabbing Reiner from 
us," Hange supplied before looking curious. "Hm, actually, | don't 
think Levi shared what happened when they tried to take the 
Colossal Titan." 


"The bearded bastard ran off as soon as | got over the wall,” Levi 
answered, glancing to Eren. "Eren had a blade to the giant prick's 
neck. I'm guessing to kill him instead of letting them retake him." 
"Yeah, basically," Eren answered with a nod. 


Armin blinked. "Wait, but..." he looked to his own hands then over to 
Erwin, "This doesn't make any sense though?" 


Erwin nodded in agreement. "That is the only blank | have no theory 
for myself," he admitted, glancing to the last of the veterans. "Hange, 
Levi, how did you managed to turn us both into Titans?" 


"Wait, was half a dose enough?" Armin guessed in surprise. 


Hange almost looked amused. "Well, you're not wrong, but Levi and 
| can't take credit for this one." 


"And it was more like a third of the dose." 
Erwin and Armin looked in surprised to Eren. 


"Wait, did you... risk giving a lower dose to try and save me?" Armin 
asked in shock. 


Eren groaned. "Captain, Section Commander, | am exhausted and 
regenerating. With all due respect, but could one of you explain 
please?" he requested. 


"Do you need anything?" Mikasa asked in concern. 
"A long sleep," Eren murmured. 


"Don't worry, Mikasa, the blockhead just isn't used to having to exert 
all that brainpower," Jean jabbed with a scowl. 


Eren snorted, but didn't rise to the challenge, which was telling 
enough of his state. 


Hange coughed. "Well, apparently Eren recalled how Rod Riess was 
turned into a Titan with only a lick off the floor. While he was never 
certain it was the exact same kind of serum, it seems that Eren's 
guess was correct: Only a partial dose was needed." 


Erwin absorbed that. If Eren was right and only a third was needed, 
that meant they had enough to turn a third person. If they founda 
way to break Annie out of her cocoon, they could add the Female 
Titan to their ranks. 


Armin, however, paled. "So, that means... the Commander and l... 
we... Reiner and Bertholdt?" he stated uneasily. 


Erwin grimaced inwardly. Yes, that was right. They had both eaten 
two humans after being turned into Titans; Enemies, yes, but still 
humans, not to mention former comrades and traitors for Armin. He 
was sure that would play havoc with Armin's emotions for a while. 
Erwin wasn't sure he was so above that himself. 


"I'm presuming that | have the Armored and Armin the Colossal?" 
Erwin deduced. 


"Huh? How did you know?" Hange asked in surprise. 


"Call it a feeling," Erwin answered, not sure what to make of his 
visions just yet. "And | suppose that Eren's arm was taken off by the 
Quadruped?" 


There were several awkward looks about that. "Actually, you did that, 
Sir," Levi answered, making several of the scouts grimace. 


Erwin blinked as he gazed at the regenerating limb. "| see. What 
happened, if | may ask?" 


"..." Eren sighed. " Bertholdt woke up right as we were about to feed 
Reiner to you, and freaked. Reiner tried to spite me, | guess. Or 
maybe he was trying to save Bertholdt. Hell, maybe he was just 
trying to get me killed. Either way, your Titan almost ate both of 
them. |... managed to pull Bertholdt out at the last moment. And your 
Titan, well, ate my arm before turning back into you." 


"Well, it's not like the rest of us didn't try to help," Connie stated. "But 
Eren told us to back off." 


"This hurts like fucking hell, but | can afford to lose an arm," Eren 
pointed out, holding up his new arm, with only the fingers of his new 
hand still missing. "And it's not the first time | had to lose a limb." 


"Kid, say stuff like that and they'll call you a masochist," Levi warned 
flatly. 


"That aside," Erwin said, clearing his throat. "As your Commander, 
I'm grateful, Eren. | thought humanity would be lucky to walk away 
with just the truth today. Instead, we have taken the power of two of 
our enemies." 


Eren looked surprised and then uncertain. "Thank you, Sir, but it was 
nothing. The truth is, it was just... luck that | remembered something 
like that." 


"Oi, at least don't act humble about it," Jean stated in mock 
exasperation. "You're making everyone look worse in comparison." 


"Remind me to stuff his pants with straw or something," Eren 
muttered to himself as Armin gave a weak, strained smile. 


"Speaking of the truth," Levi said, looking to Eren. "You still got the 
key, right?" 


Wordlessly, Eren pulled out said item, showing it to everyone. 


Erwin felt a calming yet exhilarating feeling come over him. They had 
won, and now... 


The Truth. 
End of Chapter 


Well, there you all go. Not much you all weren't expecting, I'm sure. 
So, yeah, Armin still has the colosus and Erwin has the Armored. 
Which was the unianimous vote by all reviews, to my amusemnt. 


Next chapter, we get to see some reactions to Grisha's journals and 
the truth of the outside world. 
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Chapter 3 


Humanity was alive outside the Walls. 


That fact did not phase Erwin in the slightest. It was a theory he 
considered all but proven even before they had overthrown the old 
government. The true identity of titans being humans, the Shifters 
trying to flee beyond the walls, and the fact that there wasn't an army 
of shifters to overwhelm them painted a picture. That wherever their 
enemies had come from wasn't a place of just titan shifters. In other 
words, a society of humans that had been utilizing titan shifters as 
weapons. 


And hated the people of the walls for some reason. 


That had been the true goal of this mission in a way. Finding that 
basement, confirming once and for all that humans were still alive 
outside their borders was one thing, but it would give them answers 
as to just who was out there and what they wanted. Who their 
enemies really were. 


And now, here it was, in these three journals, written by the late 
Doctor Yaeger.: "The Early Life of Grisha Yeager," "The Extent of Our 
Knowledge of Titans and Their History," and "Information About the 
World Beyond the Walls." 


It was strange to think, all the secrets were in these little books. 
And what terrible secrets they were. 

"Well, this has been a heavy one." 

Erwin looked to see Hange, taking a seat in his office. It had been 
mere days since they returned, with a hero's welcome for once, 


despite their grievous losses. After all, they returned with victory. 


And answers. Dreadful ones, but answers all the same. 


"Enjoying having two arms again?" she asked with a head tilt, 
genuine interest in her tone. 


"I'm not sure which was more awkward: adjusting to not having one 
or trying to remember that it's back," Erwin commented with a small 
smile before it dropped instantly. "How is the eye?" 


Hange grimaced. She had held off on telling Erwin that she was, 
Officially, half-blind until they got back to Trost. It seemed trivial 
compared to everything else at the time. "Well, at least Levi can call 
me One-Eye now instead of Four-Eyes," Hange tried to joke witha 
strained smile before letting it go with a sigh. "| want to be furious 
with Eren's father for hiding all this, but..." 


"If he had told anyone, even us, we would have likely fell victim to 
the Interior Police or the Founding Titan's power while it was in the 
hands of the Riess family. In the end, he had little real choice," Erwin 
remarked solemnly. "Thirteen years." 


Hange frowned and nodded. "That's a steep price to pay." 


"It's not myself I'm concerned about. By the end, I'll be nearly fifty 
years old, Hange. There's longer than many of us get," Erwin 
remarked, glancing down with a sorrowful look on his face. "No 
matter how well they fight and how many victories we achieve, Eren 
will barely live past twenty, and even Armin won't reach thirty." 


Hange hung her head quietly. "It's not like we haven't seen many die 
even younger than that, but..." Hange trailed off. 


"Against Titans, it was something they could struggle against and 
defeat, but were just unlucky enough to fall to one," Erwin finished 
for her. "Against this, a Curse, a terminal drawback of this same 
power? What irony." 


"And as sad as that is," Hange paused, taking a breath. "We're both 
just dodging around the real subject." 


"The entire world hates us, apparently," Erwin summarized grimly. 
"We were once a powerful empire, until our own ruler abandoned his 
people and destroyed all memory of the outside world, and imposed 
a vow against war on his own bloodline." 


"And every titan we killed was another one of our own, sent here by 
this place, Marley," Hange said, rubbing her head. "Trying to wrap 
my head around the situation... I'm not even sure where to go from 
here. Where we can go with it." 


"We deal with one thing at a time, Hange,” Erwin stated, neutral yet 
reassuring in a way. "We can't do anything about the outside world 
until we clear the Titans within Wall Maria." 


"Right, | have a few ideas for that," Hange admitted with a small 
smile. "I just need Mob-" 


Erwin gave Hange a sympathetic look as she bit her tongue to 
silence the name of a deadman. "Hange? Have you taken som-" 


"Commander," Hange hissed with a shudder. "Just... don't. I've been 
taking time to grieve. | have. I've even... been helping his family with 
the funeral arrangements. It's just... | relied on him for so much. It's 
easy to remember he's dead, but it's hard to comprehend that he's 
just... not here anymore." 


Erwin nodded slowly in understanding. Coping with death was one 
thing, coping with a constant fixture in your life vanishing was 
another. "How have the others been copping?" 


Hange hummed. "Not much better than us. Just more... expressive, | 
suppose." 


Meanwhile 


"This is fucking bullshit." 


No one contradicted Jean's summary as they sat in the otherwise 
empty mess hall of the Survey Corp base. The air was tense, but not 
with anger. No, it was heavy with confusion and frustration. 


"SO, we're in this mess, fighting titans... because people like us are 
the only ones who can turn into Titans?" Connie summarized with a 
scowl. 


"Subjects of Ymir," Eren corrected half-heartedly. "Or Eldians, or 
Spawns of the Devil. Either way, yeah. But mostly because Historia's 
ancestor decided to fuck us all over." 


"Oh, don't even start with that, please, it makes my head hurt," 
Sasha requested with a groan. "Nothing about that story makes 
sense. Why would anyone do that to their own people? And if he 
hated us that much, why make the walls at all?" 


"According to the journal, it was to make a paradise until... the 
outside world came to exact revenge on us," Armin said witha 
troubled yet thoughtful look. "But they waited a hundred years to try 
it. Why now?" 


Eren pinched the bridge between his eyes as he felt a headache 
rising. "They were after the Founding Titan. Reiner and Bertholt. 
Killing everyone in the walls wasn't an issue, but the Founder was 
what they were mainly after." 


"And we already know what that thing can do," Jean remarked with a 
headshake. "Erase memories, create the walls, control titans. Who 
knows what else." 


"But don't they need royal blood for that?" Mikasa recalled with a 
furrowed brow. "Do you think they figured out that Grisha's... first 
son is of royal blood?" 


Eren frowned as he recalled the bearded man, the Beast Titan. 
Could that be...? 


"| don't think it mattered to them. Marley, | mean," Armin muttered. 
"They wanted it either to secure it or to use it. They don't need royal 
blood to keep it from being used, and if they want to use it 
themselves, they probably decided to take it and figure out how to 
unlock it afterwards." 


"| don't really care what they want with it," Connie remarked, 
glancing to Eren. "No offense." 


"No, you're right," Eren agreed with an unreadable look. "It's not 
important why they did it. Either way, we have to deal with the simple 
fact: our enemies are humans, and always have been." 


"Do you think your dad exaggerated?" Sasha questioned hopefully. "I 
mean, yeah, this Marley place definitely hates us, but... the whole 
world? You and Armin always made the outside world sound so big. 
Would every place really be like that?" 


"| hope not, but... I'm wouldn't hold my breath," Eren said witha 
sigh, snorting a hollow laugh. 


"Hey, blockhead, what's so funny?" Jean asked with a frown. 
"Nothing, | just..." Eren shook his head. "Forget it." 

"Come on, Eren, spit it out," Connie encouraged. 

"It's just that | always thought, if we killed all the titans, we'd finally be 
free," Eren mused idly. "Sure, | know people can be horrible true 
sometimes, but... | never imagined that, outside the walls, was just 


more and more enemies waiting for us." 


The table sat grimly at that, having a hard time stomaching the 
daunting struggle that no doubt awaited them in the future. 


Eren smiled as he felt Mikasa putting a comforting hand on his 
shoulder. His tender gaze grew curious as he spotted something out 
of the corner of his eye. 


Floch was sitting all alone at another, smaller table. 


Eren frowned as he tried to remember the journey back to Trost. Had 
any of them spoken more than a few lines to Floch since then? If 
they had, Eren didn't remember it. The journey back was a blur, and 
the days following had been little better. 


His frown deepened as the mental image of a relieved Floch joining 
their group contrasted against a sullen Floch sitting all alone with an 
empty look in his eyes, eventually vanishing. 


No one spoke, only giving Eren curious looks as he stood to 
approach the sole survivor of the new recruits. 


"Hey, Floch?" 


The ginger hair scout looked up in surprise, nearly falling out of his 
seat. The rings around his eyes were an obvious sign of lost sleep. 


"Come and join us," Eren offered solemnly. "Trust me, you don't want 
to eat alone." 


Floch scowled and looked away. "| don't need your pity." 
"It gets easier, kind of." 


Floch froze in his seat as Eren stare at him with a knowing, 
understanding look. 


"The nightmares don't ever go away for good, and the flashbacks still 
happen. But they get less frequent," Eren explained. "After a while, 
you can sleep again. Another day, you'll finally wake up without 
jerking up in a cold sweat. The one thing that doesn't go away is that 
damn voice that says it's your fault, or that you don't deserve to 
survive when they didn't. That doesn't get better on its own." 


"Then how does it get better?" Floch growled. 


"Don't know," Eren confessed honestly. "But you trust me, being 
alone all the time just makes it worse." 


"Why do you care?!" Floch snapped. "None of your friends died! You 
all made it out! Everyone else is dead! Everyone but me!" 


"Idiot." 
Floch looked up again, seeing Jean and the others had joined Eren. 


"The blockhead here is trying to say you're one of us now," Jean said 
firmly. "We've all lost people, Floch. You can leave the corp and | 
wouldn't blame you. But until you do, you're one of us." 


Floch's balled fist trembled as his eyes trembled with angry tears. "I 
just... don't get it. Why me? So many of the others, they had 
something to come back to. Families, futures. I'm just fodder. | know 
it, | accepted it. But if it had been Marlo instead of me-" 


"What if the walls never fell?" Mikasa countered firmly, quietly. 
"Thinking about how things could have been won't make reality any 
better. But as long as you're alive, that means your comrades still 
exist. Because you still remember them." 


Floch looked stunned by that before dropping his head. "Thank... 
thank you. All of you," he said under his breath. 


Sasha patted Floch on the back as they all elected to move back to 
their table, Floch cautiously joining them with a seat next to Armin. 


"SO, not to sound like a dumbass here?" Connie started awkwardly. 
"Too late," Sasha remarked casually. 


Connie ignored her. "But this Royal Titan thing, it took away our 
memories, right? Er, our ancestors’, | guess?" 


"Yes, what's your point?" Jean said with a raised eyebrow. 


"Well, this memory thing is confusing, but... could it give the 
memories back?" Connie suggested. 


"I'm pretty sure everyone that knew anything died of old age a long 
while ago," Armin pointed out apologetically. 


"Yeah, but, the journals said titan shifters get each other's memories, 
right?" Connie pointed out. "So, if it works like that, could you get 
memories from someone a hundred years ago? 


"Maybe, but why? That wouldn't help anything, would it?" Sasha 
stated with an uncertain look. 


"Actually, Connie might be on to something," Eren stated. 
"| am?" Connie repeated in surprise. 


"The Eldian Empire supposedly ruled with Titans for thousands of 
years. They must have known more about Titans than we do now, 
maybe even Marley does," Eren pointed out, looking at Connie 
thoughtfully. 


"That seems like a long shot though,” Mikasa stated realistically. 


"It is, but that's what we live on sometimes," Eren said with a groan. 
"| hate this headache." 


"Are you feeling sick?" Mikasa askedi n concern. 


"No, just need to lay down for a bit," Eren said as he got up again. 
"Right, I'm going to sleep this off. Connie, Sasha, try not to bullshit 
Floch too hard. Someone fill him in on Captain Levi and cleaning." 


With those requests made, they watched as Eren left with an 
unsteady gait. Wordlessly, Mikasa rose to follow after him. 


After the door shut, Floch turned to the group with a furrowed brow. 
"Okay, | have to ask, for everyone that wanted to know when we 
joined: Are those two fucking or not?" 


Meanwhile 


Not too long ago, Eren would have gritted his teeth at Mikasa's 
concern as she followed him back to his room. But even ignoring 
how their relationship had grown, his old self might have grudging 
admitted he probably need the help right now. He didn't know what 
was with these headaches, but he was guessing it had something to 
do either with his father's memories trying to get through to him or 
the stress of everything that had happened combined with what they 
learned. Or, of course, both. 


With all that in mind, he silently accepted Mikasa's supportive 
presence as they neared his room. 


"It's okay, Mikasa, it's starting to let up," Eren said honestly, rubbing 
his forehead as the minor relief spread. 


"That's good," Mikasa siad, making no movement to leave. 


He glanced back at her, catching something slip behind her usual 
cool expression. "... Something you want to talk about?" he asked, 
leaning against the wall next to his door. 


Mikasa looked surprised for a moment before shaking her head. "It's 
nothing. You should rest," she said, reaching for the doorknob. 


Only for Eren to grab her wrist. Mikasa looked to him with a furrowed 
brow as Eren sighed while looking at the floor. "I'm sorry," he 
whispered. 


Mikasa's eyes widen slightly at that. "Eren?" 


"| promised that | would wrap that scarf around you as many times 
as you wanted, always," Eren said melancholy. "But it looks like | 
won't be able to keep that promise." 


Mikasa flinched, looking away. "Maybe... maybe Hanji and the 
others will find a cure," she said with a distant tone. 


"Yeah, maybe they will," he acknowledged, turning a solemn gaze on 
her. "But if they don't?" 


Mikasa's arm started to tremble in his grasp. "I... always thought I'd 
be able to protect you, no matter what we faced," Mikasa said 
quietly. "But your father, he gave you his titans long before we ever 
even joined the military. This isn't something | can just cut down." 


Eren said nothing as Mikasa gritted her teeth. 


"| was always running out of time, and | never knew it," Mikasa 
continued, bowing her head. 


Eren opened his mouth before closing it as he starred at Mikasa, 
trying to imagine what she would do, how she would be when his 
years were up. A painful image surfaced in his mind, one Mikasa 
standing under a tree, with tears in her eyes. 


And as much as he wanted to change that heartwrenching image, he 
couldn't think of one thing that he could do. This thing, this curse, it 
was beyond his current understanding. He couldn't change that. 


But, was there nothing he could do for Mikasa? 


The image became more intense in his mind, and yet nothing 
changed. Except for one thing: her face kept flashing between tears 
over a face of silent anguish... and tears over a smile of bitter 
happiness. 


His mind raced back to that day, out in the fields, when Hannes died. 
When he thought they would all die, and Mikasa choose to spend 
her potentially last moments thanking him. Telling him how grateful 
she was. He knew there was something she was trying to tell him in 
that moment, but he had been too much of an idiot to realize it. 


No, that was a lie. He, and everyone else, had been too wrapped up 
in everything else, giving him no time to acknowledge it properly. 
Even to himself. 


But knowing one's days are numbered put many things into 
perspective, and fast. 


"Mikasa," Eren spoke, prompting her to look up at him with 
desperate, vulnerable eyes- 


Which went wide in shock as Eren's lips met hers. 
End of Chapter 


Okay, so, there you have this chapter.A lot the same as canon ina 
lot of ways, just some extra bits, some bonding with Floch, and than 
Eren and Mikasa having a moment at the end. Eren still hasn't 
picked up on the fact that he's having visions yet, but that's 
understandable. THe guy been through a lot at that point, and still 
processing everything, including the limited lifespan thing. 


Not much else to say, hope you all enjoyed this little moment. 
PS Lets be fair, love or hate the ship, I'm sure everyone new to the 


scouts was wondering the same thing as Floch about Mikasa and 
ERen. 


Chapter 4 


Eren had never recalled seeing Mikasa smiling so much as she did 
while lying in his arms, holding one another in his bed. 


They hadn't actually gone that far. That was too much, too soon for 
both of them. But it had been enough; the kissing, the passionate 
capturing of one another's lips, hands wandering as they held each 
other. 


"What happens now?" Mikasa asked softly, eyes closed and nuzzling 
her head against Eren's collarbone. 


"No idea," Eren admitted with some amusement. They were both 
socially inept in their own ways. What did couples even do really? 


"More of this is fine," Mikasa murmured contently. "How long?" 


"At least a few more hours, | guess, if we want," Eren answered with 
a shrug, glancing at the window to guess the time. 


"No. | meant how long have you felt like this?" Mikasa asked softly. 


"Longer than | knew," Eren answered, pulling her closer. "This 
sounds creepy in my head, but you smell really nice." 


Mikasa blushed. "Thank you. And that's not creepy at all." 

"Well of course not it isn't to you. You've been sniffing my scarf for 
years now," Eren teased, getting a jab in the stomach for his efforts. 
"Hey, hey, watch where you throw those," Eren said with a pained 
smile. 

"| am watching," Mikasa retorted bluntly. 


Eren sighed happily, running a hand through her hair. "If they don't 
find a way around this, | want to make some happy memories with 


the time we have left." 
Mikasa fell silent. "And if they do...?" she questioned nervously. 


"Then | guess we'll make a lot of happy memories," Eren retorted 
softly. 


Mikasa smiled. "Sweet, but horribly corny." 


"Gee, thanks," he retorted with a fond eye roll. "Now go on, get out of 
here." 


"You're kicking me out of the bed? Isn't that the girl's job?" Mikasa 
asked with a raised eyebrow. 


"You kick me, and I'm healing broken bones,” Eren retorted. "And 
yes, | am. Because | just remembered something important: you 
didn't eat anything before we left." 


"Aren't | normally the one fussing over you?" Mikasa countered with 
a frown... no, not a frown. 


"Are you pouting?" Eren asked with half a smirk. 
"No," Mikasa denied as she sat up. "What about you?" 


"| will eat whenever I'm sure that headache doesn't come back," 
Eren assured idly, flopping back onto the pillow. 


"Make sure you do," she said, smiling as she leaned over to give him 
a kiss, making them both blush a bit. 


Eren watched her leaving fondly but frowned as she opened the door 
and stopped, seemingly frozen. "What is it?" he asked as he got to 
his feet as well and came to the door, peeking out to see what had 
stalled Mikasa. "Oh, what the hell guys?" Eren asked with a deadpan 
expression, eyeing his friends who were standing in the hallway with 
gobsmacked looks on their faces. 


Except for Armin, he looked disturbingly pleased and proud, eyes 
sparking in a way that made the small boy seem terrifying in some 
way. 


"Okay, you all are liars," Floch said, glaring at the rest accusingly. 
"We didn't know!" Sasha swore defensively. 


"Shut it, not the time!" Jean said through gritted teeth. "Headache my 
ass you bastard! What did you do to Mikasa!?" 


Eren gave him a very blank expression, debating the many things he 
could answer that with before looking back at Mikasa who was 
annoyed and just slightly blushing, and..."! did that," Eren answered, 
jabbing a thumb into Mikasa's face. Or, more exactly, the hickey 
mark just above her scarf. 


Jean looked like he died a little bit inside. 


Connie meanwhile, just gave Eren a thumbs up. "Great job man! 
About time you made a move!" Connie said with a chuckle. "So, did 
she let you finish in-" 


Sasha sighed, putting him in a headlock to cut him off. "Well, I'm 
sure we ruined something sweet. Come on, let's go," she said, 
heading off with the others following her as she dragged Connie 
away. All except Armin. 


"Did you have to point out the hickey?" Mikasa asked to Eren. 


"In his defense, you'd have a hard time hiding some of those, even 
with the scarf," Armin said with a teasing tone. 


Mikasa blushed, rubbing her neck and chin while Eren looked to the 
side. "We didn't even go too far, we just kissed. A lot," Eren said in 
embarrassment. "What were you guys even doing here?" 


"Mikasa had been gone a while, so we thought something happened 
to you," Armin answered with a shrug. "So, when's the wedding?" 


Mikasa flushed harder as Eren groaned. "Really, Armin?" 


"| have been waiting for this day practically since | met you two!" 
Armin said with a smile of false innocence. "And believe me, | have 
plenty of teasing saved up for this." 


"Keep it up. I'll be sure to tell any girl you date about how you 
dressed up as the queen," Eren shot back. 


Armin's smile turned awkward at that before silence came over the 
three. 


And they proceeded to start laughing, clutching their stomachs from 
full belly laughter shaking their bodies. 


It was a welcome change, a relief even, to just feel like three friends 
messing with one another instead of soldiers in arms. 


"Well, there was another reason we were looking for you two," Armin 
said once that was out of their systems. "We received word that we'll 
be heading to the capital tomorrow." 


"The capital?" Eren repeated in surprise. 
"Why?" Mikasa asked with a small frown. 


"Because there is going to be a meeting with all the important 
members of the government, and the... remainder of the Scouts. It's 
about what we learned in the journals," Armin explained with a frown. 
"SO, in all seriousness, if you're going to do... anything, either do it 
now or wait until afterward." 


To their credit, they didn't blush this time, just nodded. "Thanks for 
the warning," Eren said, pausing briefly. "Armin? Are you okay?" 


"Huh?" Armin said in surprise. 


"I've been so wrapped up in... everything that happened, so tired 
while trying to process what | read and remembered. | haven't had 


the chance to ask how you're holding up with what happened,” Eren 
explained with a concerned look. 


"You mean, about eating Bertholdt? His memories? Almost dying?" 
Armin asked, sighing as he ran a hand through his head. "To be 
honest, | don't remember... what happened to me. It's a faint blur 
really." 


"That might be for the best," Mikasa said softly, having heard from 
Eren the state Armin had been in, charred from head to toe, alive 
only by some miracle. 


"The fact that I... became a Titan and ATE Bertholdt? That, well, 
yeah. That one gets to me," Armin said, paling a bit. "But the 
memories haven't shown up yet. Not like yours have." 

"I'm pretty sure the journals triggered mine, reading them anyway. 
That or it's because | was the son of the last Attack Titan," Eren 
stated thoughtfully. "Or maybe it's just because I'm finally using my 
Titan after not knowing about them for years." 

"Maybe," Armin said evasively. "So... I'll just leave you two to it." 
Eren sighed once Armin left. "Well, that happened." 


"You were the one who kicked me out of bed," Mikasa reminded with 
a small smirk. 


"Yeah, yeah," Eren accepted with a sigh, blinking as Mikasa wrapped 
her arms around him. 


"And I've lost my appetite," Mikasa said in his ear, pulling him back 
into the room by his shirt. 


For once, Eren didn't protest. 


Timeskip 


The minute Historia saw them all, her heart grew heavy. There were 
so few. Even with all her closest friends in the Scouts surviving, that 
didn't lessen the blow of seeing such causalities. Almost all the 
Scouts, save these brave handfuls. So many had been snuffed out, 
and in their darkest moment, she had to wait in safety as queen 
instead of helping them as another soldier. 


But even with the tragedy their victory had cost, there was some 
merit for celebration. They had survived and won, Wall Maria was 
taken back after all these years. 


Yet on a more personal level, she was happy for her friends... 
particularly two of them. 


"Congratulations, Mikasa, Eren," she said without prompt. 
"Huh? What for?" Eren asked in confusion. 
Historia just gave them an amused look. 


"She knows," Mikasa said with a frown, rubbing her neck and chin. 
"Is there another one?" 


Historia giggled. "Don't worry, Mikasa. | can just tell," she assured, 
smiling warmly. 


"Are we... that obvious?" Eren asked, a bit concerned. 


"It's nothing to worry about," Historia assured before her eyes 
softened. "I read the report of what happened. As Queen, | feel like | 
must personally thank you, Eren." 


"Don't let his head get too big," Jean muttered. 


"Me? If anyone, it's Armin and Floch you should be thanking,” Eren 
deflected. 


"Yes, but if you hadn't had that idea, even Hange wouldn't have 
thought to use a smaller dose. Thanks to that, we have the Colossal 


and the Armored Titans,” Historia pointed out. "Though, | can't say 
how grateful everyone within the walls is to all the Scouts. Especially 
those that couldn't return home." 


There was a moment of silence there. 


"But yeah, we get it," Connie said with a grin. "Eren gets extra credit 
for actually having an Armin-moment." 


"I'm sorry, when did | become an adjective?" Armin asked in 
bewilderment. 


"Trost," Jean, Sasha, and Connie all answered. 
"Definitely Trost," Sasha added with a sage nod. 


"Still, it's a bit hard to believe. | had a chance to skim the journals, 
but still," Historia said with a scowl. "Just when | think | hit the bottom 
of the horrible things my family is responsible for, | find there is 
another layer. It makes me wonder if | even should be queen." 


"Hey," Eren said with a scowl "If you were Mikasa, | would head-butt 
you right now." 


"He would, he has," Mikasa agreed without pause. The others were 
torn between being impressed and shocked at the admission. 


"You're not your family. None of us are our ancestors. You choose to 
stand against your father and everything that Coward King stood for. 
We all choose to put our life on the line, for a future we might not get 
to see," Eren said as he placed a hand on her shoulder- 


There was a jolt that ran through Eren's entire body, catching 
everyone's attention. 


"Eren? You okay?" Sasha called out with a head tilt. "Cause you're 
going to make Mikasa jealous.” 


He didn't move. 


"Hey, Yeager, what's up with you?" Jean called, a wary edge to his 
tone. 


"Eren?" Mikasa spoke, glancing at Historia, who was looking at 
Eren's face in confusion. 


He wasn't looking at her. He was staring intently at something... 
above her? Behind her? But when she glanced, there was nothing 
there. "Eren, what is it?" 


Eren slowly removed his hand, bringing it to his face to pinch the 
bridge between his eyes. "I'll be back. | need to talk to Erwin." 


Without another word of explanation, he turned and left. 
"Wait, Eren, wha-" Mikasa started, but he didn't stop. 
It hurt more than normal, him ignoring her, and it showed. 


"Mikasa? Don't... take that personally," Historia said with a perturbed 
look on her face. "Eren looked very... determined about something." 


"Think it's going more to do with the Titan-memory stuff?" Connie 
suggested. 


"It might be," Mikasa admitted, less hurt and more worried now. 
"Eren did get rather... lost when recalling Mr. Yeager's memories the 
first time. But what could make him react like that and not tell us?" 


"I'm sure we'll get an answer out of him soon," Jean assured, despite 
his curious scowl. 


Just what was that suicidal idiot up to now? 
End of Chapter 
Well, the Vanguard Variable is now in full swing. Eren and Mikasa 


are a full item now, Floch is getting closer to the others, and 
something big just happened. Hope you all enjoyed this. 


